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But Vicchu had gone up the path
None could pursue after.
Who are we to police
Bhakti of this sort?
This Vicchu is blessed by Rishabha Deva-
The Mount of Siva
The mover in ways manifold.
Vicchurs mind goes like the wind
Hurtless against the ridges of animadversion
To the joy of increasing cattle.
That is another yagna perhaps.
How can we put out of such minds
The light of their asterisms
And black-out the greats of the sky?
Devas may know all.
They say their feet touch not earth.
This boy may axe all his footings
And become more than a deva.
Once a ray of love shoots . Through the inclining breast, No climb is hard, No tapas is tedious, No austerity is painful. The vineyards of love Are thrown open When love plays its* lute And the cattle low.
The best is ever blessed.
(Temple bells chime. The women go to the temple.)otri turning husbandman.
